JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT
read to us his play founded on " Helen with the High Hand "
which was all right in essentials. He worked on a few minor
alterations yesterday.
By yesterday evening I had written 3,400 words of Harper
novel in three days. By means of sharp exercise and perspiration
I about cured my liver in 6 days, despite a N.E. wind.
Sunday, September 'jth.
The extreme inventiveness of some dreams is remarkable. I
dreamt last night that I had to rush every few minutes to see
Russian trains come into a tube station as I was expecting a
a friend from Russia, I think. Between two trains, I strolled
off the platform on to a bridge over a canal, on which were ships
whose immense and very ornate bowsprits came up as high as
the bridge. Turning another way I saw a very muddy road,
and in this road a little acrobat (one of a troupe) was performing.
He was 8 or 9 years of age. The greasy road was a very difficult
' take-off' but he had to do a double somersault with such a
take-off, and he did it, two complete revolutions with only a
slight slip on his back on alighting. He then lay on his back
in the mud to do another trick, and I then noticed that he was
smoking a thick strong cigar, puffing away at it all the time.
He was forced by his brutal persecutors to smoke this awful
cigar all the time, and to keep puffing at it continuously. A
tremendous refinement of cruelty. Even as I write my gorge
rises at the memory of the cigar in his small mouth. He clenched
his small hands to prepare for the spring from his back. He
did this several times, and then I woke up. I can't imagine
what led to this dream, unless it was my physical exercises daily
and a fairly strong cigar at night.
Tuesday, September gfh.
Constant moderate perspirations through sharp exercise seem
to be putting me into form. Yesterjday was a proper sort of
day for my trade. 400 words before breakfast. After break-
fast, newspapers, cigar. Then 800 words. Then dictation of
letters. A few 'Muller1 exercises. A quarter of an hour in
garden. A section of Lavisse's " Histoire G6n6rale ". Lunch.
Flaubert's correspondence. Sleep. Early tea. In car with
Marriott to Landermere to make a watercolour—4 to 6 o'clock.
Car came back to fetch our things. We walked home. Over
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